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PREFATORY NOTE 


Tue addresses which follow have been 
delivered at intervals to a number of ladies 
who meet from time to time to work with 
consecrated fingers on behalf of God’s Poor ; 
and they have been sought by one of their 
number for wider use. To this larger service 
they are now given, with grateful acknow- 
ledgments to Robert Horton, Walter Adeney, 
George Matheson, and Elvet Lewis, whose 
influence upon the author’s life, and whose 
writings on the Women of the Bible, have 
made some of the addresses possible. 
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The Women who Walked 


with Jesus 


THE WOMAN WHO MOTHERED 
JESUS 


On the threshold of the new dawn there 
stands a familiar figure which has been the 
admiration of all succeeding years—Mary, 
the Mother of Jesus, the Virgin Mother, 
the Mater Dolorosa! 

In this study we will not deal with the 
super-human side of Mary’s :'fe. Not there 
does she touch the motherhood of to-day, and 
we shall be content to sit apart from the 
controversy taging over the mystery of the 
Motherhood of Jesus. 

But there is a side of Mary’s life which 
is not mysterious, a side in which we shall 
find her representing some work which she 
did, and all mothers after her, must do for 
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their sons; and that special mission was 
the guidance of the physical nature of her 
wonderful boy. 

I think George Matheson’s idea is so per- 
fectly just: Mary’s mission was specially to 
prevent the higher life from so absorbing 
Jesus as to make Him forget His daily and 
lowly physical needs. 

Your own clever boy, how are you as a 
mother going to deal with him? How are 
you going to face the problem of his educa- 
tion ? What is to be your action when 
the thirst comes upon him to see life? 
When are you going to put him out into 
the world? Read of Mary’s walking with 
Jesus, and learn. 

Mary’s mission, and your own, is to pre- 
serve the gifted child for its high calling. 
All higher life tends to the forgetfulness of 
the body. In the high calling of study, for 
instance, how often do we all allow meals 
to become irregular, expose ourselves to 
indifferent weather, take little exercise, and 
disregard trifling ailments !—perils which 
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the mother must counteract by watching 
the physical frame of her child, and seeing 
to it that the casket which holds the jewel 
is kept strong. 

The high calling of the soul tends equally 
to such forgetfulness. So absorbed was the 
boy Jesus about His Father’s business, that 
He would easily have forgotten Himself. 
The zeal of the business would eat Him up. 
The inner fires were consuming Him; and 
Mary’s mission, every mother’s mission, is to 
train a body that can, in health and fullness 
of purpose, provide a covering for the burning 
soul of her child. 

I would say then in this respect, that Mary’s 
mission is every mother’s example: first to 
hold her boy fast, and then to let him go. 

In Mary’s case this is particularly clear. 
She knows that her child’s fame is spreading. 
Shepherds were telling of a vision about Him ; 
they wete telling of angel voices predicting 
‘a mission, hailing Him as Saviour of the 
world, adoring Him as Sovereign Lord of 
Glory. And Jesus, as He grew, must have 
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said, as other bright boys say, wonderful 
things—things which were passed on in the 
little village circle, into the general talk. 
They would say what a clever boy He was, 
and the unguarded speech of the neighbour 
would unduly kindle the holy fire. Now 
observe the Mother’s place! She does not 
talk as other people talk about her boy. 
She does not quote His latest saying when 
next she meets her friends. His mother kept 
all these sayings in her heart. She con- 
cealed the brilliance, she quenched the fire, 
so that it should not spoil her boy’s child- 
hood. If Mary can manage it, the child 
shall be a child as long as ever He can. She 
knew He would come to His kingdom one 
day, but not prematurely if she could help 
it. She would not have her child precocious. 
Body and soul shall develop naturally and 
evenly. She would hold Him fast. 

Jesus now is twelve years old: He goes 
up to the Temple to make His first act of 
consecration ; the personal burden was on 
His’ soul, similar to that which, in less 
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degree, comes to our children, when they 
dedicate themselves to God. He was lost 
in musings on spiritual things, in self- 
questionings. He forgets the people in the 
temple, He forgets the service that is going 
on, He forgets they are all going out, He 
forgets the doctors are beginning their 
private business, and He stays on, the 
higher life fascinating Him. How grieved 
His mother was, we remember; but grieved, 
tecollect, not so much that she missed Him, 
as that she found Him with the learned 
men. She was afraid of premature develop- 
ment; she did not want her boy of tender 
years to be absorbed by the quest of man- 
hood. So I read by the light of George 
Matheson’s lamp. These doctors would 
make her boy a king in mind before He was 
a ptince in body, and Jesus would never so 
achieve His goal. 

So she insisted that He should go down 
with His father and mother, and we read 
that He became subject unto them. His 
higher life was put into the subordination 
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of the commonplace. The mother gets 
her way; no premature development is per- 
mitted to disturb the natural movement of 
growth in wisdom and stature. And now I 
think you have a reason why we have no 
records of the early years of Jesus. It was 
otdained of God through a mother’s tender 
guidance to prevent the too early ripening 
of the growing boy. 

And Mary’s instinct was right. She 
would shelter the gift within the common- 
place, that in this protracted development 
our Lord’s human progress might become 
possible. 

So far she held Him fast, but now she 
must learn to let Him go. At the feast 
in Cana, Jesus is thirty years old. We see - 
Him on the threshold of His public ministry 
but still side by side with His mother. And 
her mission, as she has conceived it, is 
obvious. She would still keep Him within - 
the physical; she would have Him supply 
wine for the local festival, within the family 
circle, for domestic enjoyment. She would 
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still subject His will to her own; but the 
time was dawning when this mission was to 
be fulfilled. She must wake at last to its 
limits. She can hold Him until He becomes 
aman; she cannot hold Him when He is 
no longer a boy. 

“ Woman, what have I to do with thee ?” 
It is the first suggestion of emancipation for 
His own mission. The chains which keep 
Him from His high purpose are breaking, 
though His hour is not yet come. 

So once more, and for the last time, He 
yields to His mother’s claim; nevertheless 
the fire was burning, and He could no longer 
be hid, for He had manifested forth His glory. 

Jesus is now at Capernaum: His hour 
had come. He had heard the call of Nico- 
demus in the night; He had heard the call 
of a broken heart by the well; His soul 
was on fire with pity, with enthusiasm for 
the salvation of men. He appeals, He 
warns, He exhorts, He casts out devils, He 
sends forth preachers; and His mother, 
who finds it hard to learn the lesson of 
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letting her boy go, thinks, with the rest of 
the home people, that He is beside Himself. 

“Ah!” she seems to say to herself, “ my 
long fear has come true at last; the rush 
of light has been too sudden for my boy.” 
She calls Him back, but in vain. Far up 
the heights voices were calling ; the cottage 
home was lost in a vision of the house with 
many mansions. ‘ And looking round on 
them which sat round about Him, He saith, 
‘Whosoever shall do the will of God, the 
same is My brother, My sister, and mother.’ ”’ 
Her mission by those words was endorsed 
and vindicated, ‘‘ Behold,” He said, “ My 
mother’”’; but her mission was ended. 
She must let Him go. What a lesson to all 
mothers for all time! Hold your children 
fast while they are not yet matured. You 
simply cannot hold them when maturity 
blooms. Hold the boy, as long as you can, 
to the commonplace blessings of home, lest 
he should question the doctors too soon, 
but when the boy is a man, pray for eyes to 
see it, and let him go. 
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THE WOMAN WHO RECOG- 
NISED JESUS, THE MESSIAH 


WHEN I think of Anna, I think of how the 
influences of Jesus, as they touch the world, 
uplift womanhood. To the lovely village 
girl is entrusted His boyhood ; to the lonely 
widow is entrusted a vision of His mission ; 
to the sorrowful Mary Magdalene, in the 
garden, is entrusted the first tidings of the 
resurrection. Woman in her youth, in her 
prime, and in her old age, is claimed and 

- exalted by the Saviour of the world. 

As we count time by years, Anna was very 
old. According to the Revisers she had been 
a widow for eighty-four years, and a wife 
for seven, which makes her ninety-one; and 
if married at the average age of her time, 
say at fourteen, she must have been a 
hundred and five years old. But there is 
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another way of counting time, not by the 
clock, but by heart-throbs; and by this 
computation, Anna at a hundred and five 
was very young. 


We live in deeds, not words; in thoughts, not 
breaths ; 

In feelings, not in figures on a dial ; 

We should count time by heart-throbs. He most 
lives 

Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best. 


This old saint was immensely interested 
in the present affairs of the world. No one 
enjoyed such noble hopes of the future as she 
did, and in all her acts she manifested the 
coming day. Surely, in spite of her hundred 
and five years, she most lived. 

And the secret of her gifted life was 
prayer. At twenty-one the shadow of death 
fell across her home. It blinded the light, 
it buried the song, and left her desolate ; 
but she took herself and her sorrow to the 
temple, and found a rainbow on the cloud 
in a life surrendered to prayer. In prayer 
she had lived almost a century ; in prayer she 
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took the present, day by day, to her God. 
All the terrors of civil war were cast into the 
keeping of her heavenly Father. All the 
fears of the Roman legions, as they camped 
around the hills, were left at the throne; 
and even while Pompey violated the secret 
place, she watched and prayed. 

Through all the days of blood and misery 
when Herod came to the throne, she was 
praying ; and now, his long rule almost over, 
she prayed still. There is no way of realising 
the present like private intercessory prayer 
for all you find going on around you. ‘There 
is no force like prayer to keep you fresh and 
modern. Anna was looking for redemption. 
Every trouble was lit by a possible deliver- 
ance, and all the sins of the world were to 
be lifted by a great Redeemer. 

Sorrow drove her to prayer, prayer en- 
abled her to live in hope; and health was 
her daily portion. I believe, far more than 
we imagine, prayer and health go together. 
There is an ancient promise about this, 
wrapt up in the story of Anna’s ancestors. 
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We are told that Anna was of the tribe of 
Asher, and we read in Deut. xxxiii. 24-5 that 
“ Asher shall dip his foot in oil, and his 
shoes shall be iron and brass; and as thy 
days so shall thy strength be”: the foot 
dipped in oil, the life bathed in communion 
with God, is the one condition that Anna 
fulfilled. Nearly a century of communion, 
of mounting up with wings as eagles; there- 
fore she runs and is not weary, she walks 
and is not faint. 

Spend your days, then, at this fountain 
of health and spiritual power, and your 
spiritual life shall transcend physical limits. 

Now we can climb to another stage in 
the story. Tears drove Anna to prayer, 
prayer gave her revelations of love—revela- 
tions which endued her with a bright outlook 
for the future; and it was this bright out- 
look which enabled her to recognise the 
Christ when He came. You will remember 
that it was only after the tears had been 
wiped away, only after the bright outlook 
had come to Mary, that she recognised the 
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man in the garden to be—not the gardener, 
but the risen Lord. 

Coming into the temple one morning, Anna 
heard an unusual sound: Simeon, her old 
comrade in the faith, was singing a new song, 
a song which has continued in the Church to 
this day ; for in his arms he held the child 
Jesus. Yes, Simeon knew; for “in the 
Spirit” had he come that day. He had 
been prepared to see the salvation of God: 
so had Anna. She was filled with the spirit 
of assurance, she had recognised the Christ, 
the Saviour of the world, and she gave 
_ thanks; she praised God, 

Yes, if prayer and health go together, the 
bright outlook and the recognition of Christ 
are likewise inseparable. And if you want 
to hear the Christ-voice in the multitude of 
many voices, if you would see the Christ- 
will in the ways of the pilgrimage, learn to 
pass your sorrows into His presence, to be 
lit by the rainbow of His love. 

I cannot pass from Anna without refer- 
ence to the last timely lesson in her life. 
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The woman who recognised Christ pro- 
claimed Him! She went about the city 
spreading the good news; and this leads me 
to say, if Christ is near and dear to you 
you will not be silent. You cannot be, for 
He cannot be hid. Watch, lest your plea- 
sures, your social engagements, your homely 
tasks, should veil His shining. Be quick to 
let Him, to whom you owe more than to 
any one else in the world, shine through you 
upon the lives of others. 
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THE WOMEN WHO MINISTERED 
TO THE NEEDS OF JESUS 


THE question how Jesus lived after He gave 
up His work as a carpenter may have often 
crossed your mind. No worldly occupation 
brought Him any earthly stipend. His 
companions could have helped Him but a 
very little way, for they had given up all 
and followed Him. And the good Rabbi 
would ask no fee for His teaching except 
only what free-will offerings came to Him 
from His pupils. 

We know perfectly well that pase reso- 
lutely refrained from using His miraculous 
gifts to supply His personal wants, and 
therefore He was dependent upon the pre- 
carious contributions to a common bag; 
but the point of interest before us is that 
the contributions seem mainly to have come 
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from women. Jesus ministered to men, but, 
as Walter Adeney reminds us, there is no 
recorded gift made to our Lord and His dis- 
ciples by aman. No, the travelling expenses 
were met by the gifts of women. We wonder 
how this should have been? We cannot 
think that the women-folk recognised His 
claims more than the men. Primitive Chris- 
tianity, as Adeney says, could not have been 
a woman’s movement simply, and woman is 
never found taking a leading part in public 
church life. 

We feel that the reason must have been 
“in the difference of social position of the 
male disciples from that of the female dis- 
ciples.” The men seem mainly to have 
been in the humbler ranks of life, with 
little to give but service. Only a few of the 
wealthier classes followed the Carpenter ; 
and of these few it would seem most were 
women. 

When the cause of Christ made any 
headway whatever in the richer classes, it 
seems. chiefly to have been made among 
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well-to-do women. ‘This, by the way, and 
in the light of Adeney’s lamp, was in line 
with a well-defined movement in the times 
of Jesus. The unrest among the women of 
the Roman aristocracy, which is detected 
in the satires of that day—an unrest be- 
cause of a yearning for something better 
than the dead and corrupt pagan worship 
around them—caused many of them, even, 
it is said, the Empress Poppeea, to turn 
to the more spiritual faith of Israel. We 
know for a fact that Roman women of 
rank were finding the deeper teaching of 
the despised Jews a place of refuge. 

Some such corresponding movement seems 
to have been at work among the women of 
the wealthy Jews. Seeing how little sap 
was left in the dry wood of the old tree, they 
themselves were unsatisfied, and ready to 
turn to more spiritual teaching still, even 
that of a despised Nazarene, if he should 
reveal the deeper things of the soul. 

But looking at the cases in detail, and 
apart from this oo which might be 
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working as we have suggested, nearly all 
the ladies of fortune appear to have been 
suffering from some grievous sickness until 
they had recognised the healing power of 
Jesus. Wealthy they might have been, but 
miserable they certainly were until Jesus 
first touched them. ‘Then they were cured ; 
and the consequence was a lifelong devotion 
to their Deliverer. 

So, as Godet says, ‘‘ the Son of God lived 
by the love of those whom His love had 
made to live.” It was a service of gratitude 
that would minister to the needs of Jesus. 

In this service of gratitude two distinct 
classes of women are revealed. There was 
Mary, the woman who had much to do with ; 
and there was Peter’s wife’s mother, a 
woman who had little to do with. Mary 
gives her money to the common purse; she 
gives her time to travelling with Jesus and 
His disciples, and in their circuits up to 
Jerusalem ministers to Him, watching even 
to Calvary. 

Peter’s wife’s mother, who could not give 
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money, seems to have given her time; her 
bread was always ready to provide Him a 
meal, and her love was always eager to make 
Jesus at home in her house. 

But the service of gratitude is the same 
and springs from common blessings. Both 
Mary and Peter’s wife’s mother were first 
healed. They reveal the profound secret 
that heart-healing is the essential thing in 
any ministry for Jesus Christ. That none 
but such as are good men can give good 
things was Milton’s unwitting revelation of 
his own character; and in the giving of good 
things to Jesus these women proved a well 
of goodness in their own lives. 

Both women served according to their 
ability. Mary could travel and support 
the funds; Peter’s wife’s mother could dust 
the room and light the fire for Him. But the 
same secret was held in common. In their 
individual spheres Jesus was first, and His 
expenses therefore were met. They went on 
with their natural callings, in surrender and 
in obedience to Jesus. ‘They did not crave 
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to be otherwise than just in their own 
place. They did not ask for unnatural con- 
ditions to encourage their devotion. They 
just allowed the flowers of grace to yield their 
perfume under the fair sky of everyday life, 
and found in that secret abundant reward. 
And Jesus never made any difference in 
their social position. He seems to have 
rewarded them both by an _ honourable 
mention in the Word of Life. 
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THE WOMAN WHO READ THE 
THOUGHTS OF JESUS 


LUKE represents Martha as a hospitable 
woman who receives Jesus into her house. 
He goes out of his way to tell us it was her 
house. Now, the home in Bethany is con- 
nected in the Gospels with Martha, Mary, 
Lazarus, and Simon the leper. There is an 
opinion that Simon might have been the 
father of the two sisters and Lazarus. There 
is another opinion, which is perhaps more 
probable, that Simon was Martha’s husband, 
apparently still living, but on account of 
his sad disease living apart from his wife. 
Martha characteristically makes the best of 
her sad circumstances, and, hearing that 
Jesus is passing through her village, in love 
and loyalty makes a feast for her Friend. 
At this feast, the two sisters come promi- 
neutly into view. They have too long gone 
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by contrast, and the contrast has done both 
of them an injury; quite failing to bring 
out the excellences of the character of Mary. 
How often we have heard Martha called 
the energetic, and Mary the unconcerned ; 
Martha the practical, and Mary the poetical ; 
Martha again, as Martineau hints, the 
artisan, Mary the artist; the one wanting 
to make Jesus as comfortable as possible, 
the other wanting to get as much out of 
Jesus as possible ! 

As I read the three stories of the Bethany 
home, in the gleam from George Matheson’s 
lamp, light beautiful and helpful breaks. 
No two sisters can be more united in purpose. 
As I read of the home in Bethany I can see 
that both sisters did their utmost to con- 
tribute to the happiness of Jesus. Martha 
was absorbed in satisfying the physical 
hunger of her Friend; Mary was equally 
absorbed in satisfying His spiritual hunger ; 
both served well, only Mary’s method of 
serving was more permanent and satisfying. 

I can imagine Martha thinking to herself: 
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“Jesus will be faint and weary; I will get 
as many things for Him to enjoy as possible, 
and He shall be so comfortable.” She 
would give Jesus many courses, and she 
was cumbered with much serving. 

I can imagine Mary, on the other hand, 
saying to herself: ‘‘ When Jesus comes I am 
certain He will be grieved and weary, be- 
cause men all over the country are resisting 
His ideals; they give Him no response of 
soul to His own, they baffle His yearning 
for communion. -When He comes to see. us 
I will give Him that—I am certain He longs 
for that.’ Mary would give Him inter- 
coutse, so she sat at His feet and heard His 
words. 

Martha, instead of calling Mary quietly to 
help her, complained of her attitude, because 
she misunderstood it; and Jesus had to 
correct the misunderstanding. “ Martha, 
what a mistake you make! I do not want 
sumptuous fare, I want sympathy with my 
ideals. I do not hunger for many courses, I 
hunger for intercourse.” 
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I think Matheson is essentially right in 
pointing out that this desire for intercourse 
is more necessary to any feast than many 
courses. Our memories of feasts are sweet 
or bitter, not according to their splendid 
plate, not according to their many dishes, 
but according to the companionship to which 
they have introduced us. That is why, far 
more than the viands, the lady takes care to 
ask the right sort of people to dinner, and 
to see that the right persons are in close 
proximity to one another. So with our 
Lord, His hunger is satisfied, not on the 
physical side but on the spiritual—“ To do 
the will of Him that sent Me, and to accom- 
plish His work”; and because Mary under- 
stood this, hers was the good part, the 
permanent part—her service was deeper, 
more abiding than ever Martha’s could be. 
The woman who read His thoughts, better 
understood Jesus, and came in for a richer 
reward, than the woman who prepared many 
courses for His dinner. 

Mary and Martha come again before us in 
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the hour of their great bereavement, and we 
find again a unity which is quite character- 
istic of this home. At Bethany they were 
united in the purpose of serving Jesus, and 
now at the grave they are united in their 
loving faith in Him: together they send the 
message, together they wait for their beloved 
Friend; when Martha hears He is coming 
she rises and goes forth; when Mary hears 
He is coming, she springs up and runs to 
Jesus. And they both talk to Jesus in the 
same way—‘‘If Thou hadst been here my 
brother had not died.”’ Death, cruel death 
occupied the thoughts of both of them. 
Now, it is quite remarkable to notice the 
different ways in which Jesus answers their 
sorrow. For Martha Jesus had wonderful 
words about the Resurrection, but for Mary 
no words at all. He breathed indignation. 
Indignation at what? “At the fact,” 
says Matheson, “that death was in the 
world at all. ‘Death,’ He seems to say to 
Himself, ‘death ought not to be’”: a 
temarkable revelation this, enclosed in a 
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sigh, and given to the woman who read His 
thoughts. 

How wonderfully Mary did read that 
sigh comes out when we watch the second 
banquet the sisters spread for their Friend. 
The first was spread for loyalty’s sake, the 
second was spread in gratitude that their 
brother who was dead was now alive again ; 
and they both will serve again the Man who 
raised their brother from the dead. 

At the supper Lazarus shall be present, 
Jesus shall be the Guest, and Martha shall 
do the cooking ; but Mary, what will Mary 
do? She will serve also, but in her good 
and permanent way; she will leave the 
courses to Martha as before, and will herself 
supply the intercourse. She, who at the 
first feast knew His desire for communion, 
now, at the second feast, knows of His deep 
inward consciousness of approaching death ! 

While the people might think the raising 
of Lazarus from the dead would vindicate 
His claim of Messiah, Jesus knows that those 
in authority would regard it as an act of 
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imposture; and while everybody at this 
second feast would be thinking of the wonder- 
ful resurrection of Lazarus, Jesus would be 
thinking of its really deep significance—that 
of His own death. 

No one knew He was thinking of this save 
the woman who tread His thoughts. She 
was communing with Him; she had not 
forgotten how, in her agony, He had breathed 
indignation at the fact of death, How it 
destroyed the influence of friendship in her 
home, she remembered ; and she was deter- 
mined to tell Him that death could not 
destroy His influence anywhere; so she 
brings a box of costliest ointment, and, 
during the feast, breaks the box, and pours 
the ointment on His head. In the breaking 
of the box she would speak to Jesus of the 
breaking of the body, but in the fragrant 
ointment she would tell her Friend of the 
inward immortality of life. She broke her 
box—so might His body be broken; but 
with the breaking the fragrance begins! 
While the box was whole the fragrance was 
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confined, but now the box is broken the 
fragrance fills the house. ‘My Friend,” 
Mary seems to say, “I can read Vour 
thoughts: You are thinking of Your burial ; 
but You shall never be buried; death shall 
have no power over You; it shall break the 
body into the fragrance of life, and fill the 
world with light and joy.” And Jesus quite 
understood. The indignation He breathed 
had passed; death was not such a destruc- 
tion after all: ‘‘She hath wrought a good 
work upon Me,” He said,—she has helped 
Me lovingly to face My Calvary—“ she did 
it for My burial.” 
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THE WOMAN WHO DID JESUS 
A KINDNESS 


Comine down to the well, a pitcher on her 
head, at a time when the road would be 
least frequented, and the well-side deserted, 
is a woman who has been doing her best for 
years to banish God from her life. But the 
task was a very hard one, as Elvet Lewis has 
teminded us. ‘The Divine in the soul is not 
so easily banished ; though it may be reduced 
to smoking flax, it will not be quickly 
quenched. There is so much of God in all 
of us, that many, many steps must be de- 
scended to get utterly away from the light 
and to be lost utterly to God. And more- 
over, souls trying to banish God from their 
lives are never quite secure in their methods. 
Just when they think they are safest there 
comes a Stranger to the well, and before 
they know it their hour is come. 

And for this woman there was a Stranger 
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at the well, who asked a favour of her: 
“ Give Me to drink,” He said. The Poet- 
Preacher has suggested that nothing sur- 
prises those who have lost their social honour 
more than to be asked to do a kindness. 
There is no higher privilege than to be 
allowed to do a kindness to another; there 
is nothing that forfeits that privilege so 
quickly as the sin against purity ; and for the 
Stranger to ask a favour of her reveals in 
a most exquisite way the mercy of God 
toward those who would thrust Him out of 
their lives in this way. He will ask for a 
drink of water ; He will allow the outcast to 
minister to His needs; and the woman felt 
- that an uplifting hand had suddenly raised 
her out of the mire of social scormm and con- 
tempt. In that she was allowed to do the 
Stranger a favour, was the beginning of her 
soul’s salvation. ‘“‘ How is it that Thou,” she 
said, “ askest drink of me?” Her curiosity 
was stirred; Jesus was leading her out. 
But Jesus would not allow her to rest in 
the merely curious; He would “ refine her 
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curiosity into wonder.” Having secured 
her interest, He would now begin to teach 
her wonderful things. He stirred her curi- 
osity that He might awaken her wonder. 
“Tf thou knewest,” He said, “if thou 
knewest the gift of God, . . . thou wouldest 
have asked of Him, and He would have 
given thee living water.” Had Jesus then 
the very thing she wanted? Yes; and 
here is one of the wonder-secrets of our 
spiritual upkeep—we can never get into 
His presence but what He yearns to satisfy 
the desires of our hearts. ‘‘ He ascended 
to give gifts unto men,” says the great 
revelation in the Ephesian letter; and one 
of the gifts enumerated is—“ for the per- 
fecting of the saints.” He would single 
each one of us out by this “if thou knewest ”’; 
He would touch the spot-that defiles the 
garment, the barrier that hinders His fullness 
from flowing into our lives; He would 
teveal that pride of eye, that lust of flesh, 
that habit of life which hinders any Christian 
witness, if we only knew; and if we only 


Sr 


The Women who Walked with Jesus 


knew, we would bless the Lord, and never 
forget His gifts; Who forgiveth, healeth, 
redeemeth, crowneth, satisfieth the souls of — 
men. He led her out by curiosity, and 
brought her back by wonder, to the deep 
need of her soul. 

The awakening of the woman’s need is 
followed by the awakening of her conscience. 
As she listens to the Stranger’s speech, light 
spreads over her whole personality. “‘ Every 
one that drinketh of this water,” He said, 
pointing to the well, “shall thirst again.” 
Thirst again! what disturbing words! 
Surely now the hour of her soul had come. 
Did He know of the good resolutions she 
had made at that well-side ? Did He know 
how soon she had given way to passion’s 
thirst ? Yes; she in whom the fountain 
of life was contaminated, and in whom the 
hope of life was withered, would drink of 
the well-water and thirst again. ‘Thirst 
again! Jesus touches her memory. She 
was not utterly lost to better things; her 
conscience was not without its wakeful 
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moments; she had her times of misgiving,— 
“she had not trafficked away all her rever- 
ence for the holy past.”’ Her father Jacob 
she still honoured. The amount of blessing 
was still shadowing her; she had such 
hopes of Messiah, that her lively memory 
breaks out into a prayer—'‘ Sir, give me 
this water that I thirst not, neither come all 
the way hither to draw.” 

But Jesus keeps the answer in abeyance 
for a moment ; for, though it were a prayer, it 
lacked the effectual secret. She wanted the 
gift to save her the trouble of coming “ all 
the way’; she wanted the blessing without 
paying the price of it, and our Lord would 
bring her into deeper spiritual experience. 
“Go,” said He, “call thy husband”: He 
would help her to answer her own prayer, 
He would help the soul to be honest with 
itself and with its God. The living water 
is not meant to save trouble merely; the 
soul must lose its thirst for the pleasures of 
sin. It must pay the price of a better life— 
nothing possessed apart from God, no re- 


D 33 


The Women who Walked with Jesus 


lationship tolerated out of His light. “Go, 
call thy husband and come hither.” From 
the things of self, from the falsehoods of sin 
into the atmosphere of light and truth, 
Jesus was leading her, and painfully, doubt- 
fully, she had followed. Would she have 
courage for this ? Could she set her secret. 
sin in the light of His countenance ? Could 
she bring her husband and come? Could she, 
with her sensual, false past, ever become a 
child of the Spirit and of Truth? Then 
Jesus gave her a great assurance. “ If,” 
He seems to say, “with your memory 
stirred with holy thoughts, with your lips 
breathing a prayer for blessing, and your 
soul in bitter conflict with sin, you will seek 
to live in the light, the hour cometh and 
now is, here and now, while we are talking 
together, when such spiritual worship shall 
be acceptable to My Father: nay, more—the 
Father seeketh such to worship Him.” 

He goes to Gerizim as to Zion, to the 
desert as to the sanctuary, to west as to 
east, He goes seeking ; none is too wretched, 
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too sinful to be sought ; none too good, too 
safe to be able to dispense with His seeking. 
God is a Spirit, and would surround all 
manhood and womanhood in spiritual eman- 
cipation. 

We take farewell of this woman at the 
last awakening of her need, the awakening 
of service. Her awakened conscience seemed 
to concentrate all her thoughts upon the 
Messiah who should tell her all things. “I 
that speak unto thee am He,” was the 
answer. The Stranger stood before her, 
self-revealed : “‘Iam He whom you want— 
I am the Man.” ~ It was the familiar word to 
the woman’s dreams; it was like ‘‘ Mary ” 
to the weeping woman in the garden. 

“So the woman who did Jesus a favour 
found her way into His service. She left 
her pot and said to the men— Come.” 
She took the message of the Saviour to the 
people who knew all about her, and “ many 
of the Samaritans of that city believed on 
Jesus for the saying of the woman which 
testified, He told me all that ever I did.” 
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THE WOMAN WHO REASONED 
WITH JESUS 


THe Woman who reasoned with Jesus 
was a mother fighting for the life of her 
child. That deep passion lying in her 
heart sent her on her daring errand. No 
racial difficulties, no religious differences 
must hinder such a mother on such a quest. 
And I think it would be well to ponder the 
great primitive passion revealed in this 
woman which belongs so universally to 
motherhood. 

You see it, Adeney suggests, in Rizpah 
guarding her seven sons from the vultures. 
You see it in Hagar despairing for her 
boy’s life. You see it in Jeroboam’s queen, 
secretly seeking counsel from the prophet of 
Jehovah in her deep need, while the young 
heir to the throne is dying: all daring 
quests of love, mothers fighting for the | 
lives of their children. 
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So this Gentile woman, untutored, but 
brave and keen, enters the presence of the 
Jew, representative of the people who would 
exterminate her race if only they had the 
opportunity. ‘ Have mercy on me, O Lord, 
Thou Son of David.” Was she catching at a 
great title she had heard rightly belonged 
to Jesus? If so, she must know that the 
Deliverer of Israel could have no gift for 
her, the outsider. But did she really mean 
it? Knowing that the Deliverer of Israel 
could not give her anything, did she hope 
that Jesus would make an exception for her, 
and slip the gift into her possession with- 
out any one knowing about it? Even so 
she greatly misjudged Him. All His gifts 
are open; ‘He gives and saves in the 
- presence of the angels of God.” Christ 
would not slyly give to an outsider that 
which really belonged only to those within. 
Her case was spoiled anyway by the title 
she offered the Master. So we read that He 
answered her not a word. 

This is one of the cases of the silences of 
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Jesus, and you will often find that the 
silences of Jesus are as eloquent as His 
speech. On the ground that she came to 
Him, Jesus could not give her the gift she 
needed, so He answered her not a word. 
Do you notice how the silence reflects 
His own self-restraint ? ‘Touched with the 
feeling of our infirmities, moved with com- 
passion as He continually was, it surely was 
a great difficulty to restrain His healing 
power at this moment. But at the same 
time the silence enabled Him to make a 
loving estimate of the woman. A daughter 
was to be healed ; beyond that, a mother was 
to be instructed. Here was a woman ready 
to be trained for the Kingdom of God, so 
He answered her not a word. In His very 
silence He would commence her training. | 
And that leads to a third aspect of His 
silence. It was certainly preparatory. The 
woman cried for a good gift, but Jesus must 
show her, as Elvet Lewis says, that “‘ He 
can only place good gifts into fit hands.” 
This is one of God’s ways, which is perfectly 
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revealed in the story, and which we do well 
to learn. We are reminded how, when 
Jacob sought the blessing and the name at 
Peniel, there wrestled a man with him till 
the break of day. That wrestling was to 
produce the better heart to receive the 
blessing, and a finer spirit to discern the 
name; and what you have in the Old Testa- 
ment with Jacob at Peniel, that you have in 
the New Testament with this Canaanitish 
woman from the borders of Tyre and Sidon— 
God wrestling with manhood and woman- 
hood to produce fitness for the great gift 
sought. 

This story reveals no mood of the Saviour, 
but, as the Poet-Preacher points out, reveals 
a method of God by which the receiving 
soul is lifted to the height of the gift. 

Now while Jesus was silent, His disciples 
wete quick of speech ; on the ground of her 
petition, they argue, He can give her nothing, 
He cannot touch the outsider. ‘‘ Send her 
away,” they say in effect to Jesus, “‘ for she, 
the Gentile, the outsider, crieth after us, 
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Jews, insiders. She is violating strict social 
convention ; more than that, she is attempt- 
ing to force You out of the strict limit of 
Your mission. It was the Father’s will to 
limit Your mission to the Jews, and You 
must be obedient to the Father before You 
are merciful to this woman,” so they argued ; 
and for a moment Jesus seems to agree, for 
He replied, “I am not sent but unto the 
lost sheep of the house of Israel.” How- 
ever His heart might be drawn out to her 
His mission clearly pointed all the other 
way. 

But the woman was not to be disappointed ; 
she came and worshipped Him, saying, 
“Lord, help me.” She has dropped out the 
title now—a fact which reveals an immense 
education already achieved by Jesus. ‘“‘Glim- 
merings of light clearer and steadier were 
trembling in the windows of her soul.” 
She acknowledges the duty of His mission, 
and she will omit the “Son of David ”’ from 
her plea: that is a haven to which she is 
denied admission; very well, she will 
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launch her quest on the deep seas. Some- 
thing told her He was a bigger Man than 
even Israel’s Deliverer. So she came and 
worshipped, saying, ‘““ Lord, help me.” She 
would correct herself, she would omit the 
title which denied her blessing, but she 
would follow the light as it gleamed. She 
_ would still plead for her daughter, she would 
have her way with Him yet. But she was 
not yet out on the deep of faith, and this 
was out Lord’s next concern in her educa- 
tion. He took hold of a Jewish proverb, a 
well-known saying, and to me there was 
a smile on His face and a welcome in His 
eye—“ It is not meet to take the children’s 
bread, and to cast it to the dogs.” ‘‘ What 
do you make of that proverb?” He seems 
to say to her, “ You are beginning to see 
that I am something more than the Jewish 
Deliverer; but even if I am, it would not be 
meet, it would not be just, it would not 
be fair, for me to take the light, and help, 
and strength I have especially for the Jews, 
and to give it to an outsider! ‘It would 
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not be meet to take the children’s bread and 
to cast it to the dogs.’ ” 

And now the keen-witted woman sees her 
chance—she will have her way with Him 
now. ‘The words which would have shut up 
a less earnest soul in a dungeon are a door 
of hope to this mother. “ Yes, Lord,” she 
says, “there is a chance for the outsider 
still. It is right enough for all Your power 
to be manifested to the Jews, but in Your 
very Lordship there is a place for me: even 
the dogs eat of the crumbs which fall from 
their master’s table. I think the outsider 
has a claim yet. My claim may be inferior 
to the rights of a child, but still Thou art my 
Lord, and because the bread is spread on 
the Master’s table the dogs which belong to 
the Master may have a share in the crumbs. 
Whatever we outsiders may be, I surely 
believe that we belong to Thee.” It was 
exquisite wit, and it was marvellous faith. 
“Oh woman, great is thy faith.” While 
she had been talking with Jesus her soul had 
expanded, and Jesus saw that her education 
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was complete. He had lifted her to the 
height of the good gift she sought, and now 
He could place it, as He ever must, into fit 
hands. The gift is not now so much a gift 
from the outside, it belongs to the develop- 
ment of her own soul: “ Be it unto thee 
even as thou wilt.” So God, with some of 
us, waits to be gracious; with some of us 
who are in that very school of waiting. I 
do not doubt that some of our prayers are 
still delayed, some precious thing we have 
asked for still withheld, because we have not 
yet reached the height of the gift we seek. 
Our hands are not yet fit to bear the precious 
burden; our hearts are not yet enlarged to 
hold the blessing ; so He waits in the silence 
to promote our faith, and to enhance the 
gift when it comes; being much more con- 
cerned about the way we receive His gifts 
than about the gifts themselves. “ Yes,” 
He seems to say as our petition reaches the 
Throne, ‘a good gift,’ and when there is a 
teadiness to receive it, “it shall be unto 
thee even as thou wilt.” 
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THE WOMAN WHO TOUCHED 
JESUS 


THE background of this study is the fas- 
cinating background of a crowd; a crowd 
pressing upon a Man, and following Him 
under a common excitement; a city multi- 
tude, with its infinitely varied array of 
faces—careless and anxious, joyous and 
sad, expecting some wonder as the Master 
made His way to the Ruler’s house. 

The background is there, it seems to me, 
to throw into strong relief two of the very 
loneliest people in the crowd; and Jesus 
is one of them. The compassion which 
always moved Him when He saw a multi- 
tude contributed to His loneliness He 
knew what was in man; He read the story 
behind the eyes that watched Him, a story 
that touched His love and stirred His 
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willingness to help; a condition which 
awakened His knowledge of the resources 
within Him, resources of wisdom and power, 
so great that every man of the crowd, if he 
cared, could draw them to his healing ; and 
yet with the loneliness deepened, because 
there was no exercise of will anywhere to 
_ claim the healing, no touch of faith through 
which His virtue might be possessed; no 
man more thronged and pressed, no man so 
lonely, so powerless to communicate God to 
the simply curious. 

“ A certain woman” was the other one, 
lonely in her tedious affliction. She was 
sick; “‘ and what,” asks one, “is the world 
worth when one is sick ?’”’ She had worn 
out years in sickness, worn out her purse, 
worn out, as likely as not, her friends, and 
well-nigh worn herself out. Lonely in her 
sickness, which made her ceremonially un- 
clean and kept her apart from men, I do 
not wonder that she was drawn to the lonely 
Man in the crowd. 

Dr. Lang, in his “ Miracles of Jesus,” has a 
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beautiful picture of this woman who would go 
to Him with her sad, withdrawn life, even in 
the crowd ; a picture of the way her courage 
enabled her te risk the exposure and shame 
of punishment. She dared not speak to 
Him—that would call the attention of the 
multitude to an unclean person in the midst ; 
but she said to herself, ‘ If I touch but His 
garments I shall be made whole.” So, 
silently through the crowd she crept and 
touched Jesus, and straightway she felt in 
her body that she was healed of that plague. 
It was a touch of faith, and see how it com- 
forted these two lonely people to their healing! 
It comforted Jesus, inasmuch as it released 
all His resources ; it comforted the woman, 
inasmuch as all her troubles were ended. 
What wonder that Jesus looked round about 
to see her that had done this thing; what 
wonder that Jesus should wish to know who 
it was that had claimed His virtue, and in | 
the claiming had possessed it! 

And Jesus must speak to her. “ Daughter,” 
said He—that word was worth all the expo- 
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sure; in the sound of it was her emancipa- 
tion—‘‘ thy faith hath made thee whole.” 

Only the touch of faith will cure His 
loneliness and ours to-day. Often I think, 
as I watch the faces in the temple, of the 
lonely Jesus in the midst, Jesus our as- 
cended Lord, at hand with His ascended 
gifts; for the perfecting of the saints, for 
the work of the ministry, for the building 
up of the Church; but, standing there with 
His gifts unclaimed, how lonely He must be! 

And for ourselves, with our fears and 
our struggles, with the secret anxieties or 
disappointments which ruffle the waters of 
life for us; how often we come near to Him 
with the solitariness of our inner lives press- 
ing upon us! There He stands filled with 
the fullness of God, and there we stand, so 
empty, while all that is needed is just a 
personal claim, a casting of all our care upon 
Him, that He may impart the blessing He so 
freely gives. 

Charles Armstrong Fox used to say that 
the believer’s life is enclosed between two 
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short divine sayings—‘‘ He frankly forgave ” 
and “He freely gives,” ‘the two walls,” 
he called them, “ of the single court in our 


sacred Christ enclosure.” “‘ All the pro- 
mises of God are in Him Yea, and in Him 
Amen.” “ He freely gives”; and in the 


giving, God intends to pass over to us some 
thing of His own. Just as each leaf of the 
tree of Life has some special healing of its 
own, so each promise has some special gift 
to communicate from the heart of God to 
the soul of man. They sweep the very 
ground at our feet like the hem of His gar- 
ment, on purpose to tempt us, who are 
bowed down, to touch and be whole. Every 
promise is like a perfumed leaf, which, “ the 
more pressed becomes the more precious,” 
and pressed by the touch of faith, virtue 
still goes out of the Man behind the promise, 
lifting His own loneliness by a deeper fellow-’ 
ship with those He came to save, and lifting 
our own, by the “indwelling Spirit of 
wisdom and revelation in the knowledge of 
Him”: 
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Up, my drowsing eyes ! 
Up, my sinking heart! 

Up to Jesus Christ arise ! 
Claim your part 

In all raptures of the skies. 


Yet a little while, 
Yet a little way, 

Saints shall reap and rest and smile 
All the day. 

Up! let’s trudge another mile. 


THE WOMAN WHO WANTED TO 
TOUCH JESUS 


“Wy weepest thou?” asked the Risen 
Lord of Mary of Magdala. She was a 
woman who, from a hint we get in St. Luke, 
had private means, and who, as we saw in 
an earlier study, was one of those who 
ministered to the needs of Jesus. Once she 
had been a great sufferer; fits of frenzy and 
silence had been her lot, and, overbalanced 
in nerve and brain, she had known the 
wretchedness of despair. But in His minis- 
try in Galilee, Jesus had healed her; and, 
wonderfully healed, she was wonderfully 
devoted to her Saviour. 

She was the first of all the disciples to 
visit the tomb where her loved Master had 
been laid. None loved Him better, none 
could less bear the thought that she would 
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see Him no more. So she stood outside in 
the dark before the dawn, and wept; wept 
in bewilderment, for the grave was empty. 
After all, the tomb was not so empty as she 
thought: angels were there, but her tears 
failed to see their significance; she hardly 
thought of them, so busy was she thinking 
upon her lost Lord. She forgot her Lord 
had risen, as He said; tears had dulled her 
memory, as they had blinded her eyes! 

And the Lord was not so lost as she 
thought. Jesus was standing by, but she 
knew not that it was Jesus. She supposed 
Him to be the gardener, and said unto Him, 
“Sir, tell me where thou hast laid Him.” 
It needed the old name to lift the mist of the 
tears; it needed that “‘ Mary” to make her 
sure that it was really He; it needed the old 
name to assure her that no spot is so lonely 
but, if we listen, we can hear the challenge 
of the risen Voice—“ Why weepest thou ?” 

There is a tender reproof in the question, 
which the author of “The Master’s Ques- 
tions” uses suggestively to reveal the 
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tenderness of the ministry of our risen Lord. 
He points out the order Jesus took to reveal 
Himself to His disciples after the resurrec- 
tion. First of all to weeping Mary, the most 
broken-hearted of the band; then to Peter, 
the man who had grieved Him most; and, 
because bruised hearts must get the healing 
first, next to the two on the road to Emmaus ; 
and not until He had given them the oil of 
joy for mourning did He appear to the 
others in the upper room. It was all so like 
Him, to go first with eager love, to the souls 
who needed Him most ; and from this I know _ 
that the more sorely I need Him the sooner _ 
will He come tome. “ He will not break the 

bruised reed,” nor allow another to break 

it! “The angel of His Presence” saves 
to-day as it did in the days of old. 

“Mary,” He said; and the name was a 
recollection. Once, long ago, He had healed 
her. Could she doubt His power now? 
And to work His wonderful work Jesus used 
the old name. It wasa refuge; for the risen 
Jesus had come into His old place, in between 
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the soul and its sorrows: ‘‘ A Man shall be 
a hiding-place from the wind and a covert 
from the tempest,”—why did she weep ? 

But it was a reproof also. She had for- 
gotten what He had said. He was risen, 
and, instead of weeping over her loss, she 
ought rather to have been giving thanks 
for her gain. Yet have we not all been at 
times like this woman? ‘Tears have fallen 
on our graves, whether of affection, or 
ambition, or purpose; and it was not long 
before we discovered that we had forgotten 
some word He had said, forgotten that God 
had provided some better thing for us, 
which not merely compensated for the loss, 
but went far beyond it too. So Jesus gets 
back to His old work, shaping our mis- 
shapen ideas of Him. 

“Whom seekest thou?” He had asked 
her. Her answer, “ Rabboni,’”’ reveals whom 
she sought; but His answer, “Touch Me 
not,” reveals that Mary sought Him with 
mistaken purpose. She sought to hold 
Christ in the old relationship, by the touch 
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of the hand. Her action revealed a defect 
in her judgment. She was to learn that it 
was a greater seeking to be held by Christ 
through the touch of faith. To have been 
allowed to touch the Master would have 
been to miss this lesson, a lesson that cost 
something to learn; it almost started the 
tears He had tried to stanch, for if she 
had wept when others had taken away her 
Lord, how much more when He withdraws 
Himself! and then, had He not suffered 
the multitude to throng and to thrust Him, 
why suffered He not her now? Because 
Mary must learn to exchange the outward 
for the inward, the transient for the eternal; 
she must pass from the old fellowship-of the 
touch to the new fellowship of the faith. 
Jesus was preparing her for the time in the 
Upper Room, when she, continuing stead- 
fastly in prayer, came nearer to Him than 
ever previously, in the blessing and ministry 
of the Holy Ghost. 

“ Rabboni,” she said to Him, and there 
is about that word the personal touch—* my 
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Master,” an emphasis which reveals a defect 
in her affections. Love, like the tears, 
blinded her to the significance of things. 
Before, she was far gone in sorrow; now 
_ she is far gone in joy. She forgot herself, as 
Peter did upon the Mount. He knew not 
what he said; she knew not what she did. 
And they were both in quest of a very poor 
and limited heaven. Peter’s Heaven was 
a three-tent heaven; he forgot the other 
disciples, the great world beneath, and the 
generations to come; a narrow and insigni- 
ficant heaven compared to the magnificent 
sweep of the Heaven seen in Patmos, “a 
great multitude which no man could number.” 
And such was Mary’s Heaven: ‘‘ My Master,” 
the personal Master, the Christ of Mary— 
forgetful of the rest. “Touch Me not”; 
your spirit would be the death-warrant of 
all missionary enterprise. Such a little 
heaven would limit My Kingdom. What 
of My brethren >—“‘ Go and tell them.” I 
am not for you so much as for others through 
you. You want to touch Me, I want you 
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to preach Me; and you shall never find Me 
so near as when you are teaching others 
what you know of Me. You came here to 
carry Me, being dead. Take and carry Me 
now, alive. ‘‘ Touch Me not,” but go and 
touch the brethren, and you shall work in 
them a resurrection from the dead, and 
discover for yourself an ever-present Lord. 

In ‘‘ Rabboni,” moreover, there is the 
touch of the President over the assembly ; 
and here was a defect in her perspective, 
which must be corrected. “Touch Me 
not,’’—the President is not in the risen Christ 
but in the ascended Lord. I am not yet 
ascended. Go tell them that I ascend, that 
I rise in order to ascend. By His rising He 
certainly had the keys of hell and death; 
but by His ascending He would have the 
keys of the kingdom of Heaven, He would 
open the kingdom of Heaven to all be- 
lievers. 

There is a picture of Rabboni, the great 
President of the assembly, in perfect per- 
spective in St. Paul’s letter to the Ephesians. 
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It is a picture of the ascended Christ, pre- 
siding in the heavenly places of blessing, of 
power, of rest, of witness, and of victory. 
When He ascended He gave gifts, but not 
until then. He ascended that He might 
fill all things. “ Touch Me not,’—if you 
hold Me on the brink of the grave, that is 
but half a rising; I can never be the pre- 
siding Rabbi you fancy. Go tell them I 
ascend, and then you shall discover in Me 
all you dream. 

So, with her tears wiped away, this woman 
became the first missionary; Mary of 
Magdala, possessed once by demons, is now 
possessed by the Son of God and has wings 
to go and take His messages where He will. 
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POINTED IN HER LOVE 


I NEVER like to touch a lily blossom, for 
however slight the touch, its beauty is 
“impaired somewhat”; and no lovelier 
little tale was ever written, no tale was ever 
told in such lovely style, as the tale of this | 
woman’s wooing. And to touch it would 
seem to impair it somewhat; yet I would 
follow the development of Rebecca’s char- 
acter, for its message to our day. 

Ribkah, as her name is given, is “a cord 
with a noose at the end,” a lasso—some- 
thing that can catch and hold fast. So 
Ribkah caught Isaac, and held him fast. 
Her story, as pictured by Horton, is the 
story of a woman of self-will. 

She comes into our vision as an eager, 
resolute, impulsive girl; a lively, bustling, 
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almost forward girl; open and generous to 
a fault; and when she met the man who 
nad come a-wooing, and had carried away 
his golden seals of betrothal, knowing no 
beggar was wooing her, she ran, her im- 
pulsive spirit all eager with enthusiasm, her 
little life glowing with the romance of one 
sought after by an unknown lover from the 
land of the setting sun. 

She appears not to have consulted her 
father, which gives us a little hint that he 
had either lost, or never held, his rule over 
her—a hint that this impulsive child had 
need of firm discipline. 

Will she follow the stranger who seeks her 
love ? Yes, he is the chivalrous idol of her 
dreams. ‘To love that man, her life shall be 
given. 

They met, each the counterpart of the 
other; guided by Unseen Hands across the 
trackless path of life. So, we think, mar- 
riages are still wrought by those Hands, and 
we set our faces still against the thought 
that the lover is coming by chance, or 
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passion, or desire. We let prayer and 
expectancy before God make the “ lover 
to be” an integral part of life; and the 
whole future is wrapped up in the wife or 
the husband, as God’s gift indeed. 

But, in Rebecca’s development, the gene- 
rous, impulsive girl becomes the unscru- 
pulous mother. Her self-reliance becomes 
self-assertion, her open-heartedness darkens 
into deceit. ‘‘ Obey my voice,” she says 
to her son, and repeats with her old energy, 
“Gonow, ... gofetchme.. . arise, flee.” 
Yes, that is the old impulsive Rebecca; but 
this command to obey, and this commission, 
is all to deceive the man who once was 
the idol of her dreams ! 

| What has turned the love of the bright, 
impulsive girl into the deceit of mother- 
hood ? I think we can find an answer to 
this, at least, in the influence of a weak 
husband: She left home, where her father 
did not rule, to marry into a home where her 
husband did not rule. The temptation for 
her strong will to assert itself was con: 
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tinually present in the temptations and the 
fret of her husband’s life. It is not likely, 
for instance, that she submitted easily to 
the robbing of Isaac’s wells by the herdmen 
of Gerar. But another reason could well 
have turned her love into deceit: the 
gradual displacement of her favourite boy! 
At her prayer in early motherhood, God 
had promised lordship to the younger boy. 
Jacob learned of his lordship at his mother’s 
knee; and all the fret of her will against her 
husband’s yielding weakness for Esau in- 
cited her to battle and to victory for her 
favourite Jacob. 

So she determined to wrest the great 
forces around her in favour of her private 
affections—an old but ever new temptation ; 
and she succeeded, but at what cost! She 
was obliged to scheme Jacob’s disappearance 
for a few days; yes, Rebecca said “for a 
few days; then will I send and fetch thee 
from thy hiding.” No, Rebecca, destiny 
this time is stronger than your will. Never 
again shall you see your darling boy; and 
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she passed heart-broken and bereaved to 
her grave. 

But not alone by these things did her 
love turn to deceit. I believe the secret that 
blighted her life, the secret that warped all 
that was wholesome and strong into bitter. 
ness, was her husband’s cowardice and 
falsehood in Gerar. He determined, this 
man, in that place to risk his wife’s honour 
in order to save his own skin; to say in 
Gerar that Rebecca was his sister: they 
might take a sister into their harems, and he 
would live. If he said, ‘‘She is my wife,’ 
they would undoubtedly kill him, and still 
claim Rebecca. That lie stung this high- 
minded woman like a whip; the cowardice 
that would leave her at the mercy of the 
stranger turned her for ever against her 
one-time chivalrous lover; and we have 
sympathy with her. No defence can be 
made for a man who, merely through dread 
of danger to himself, tells a lie, risks his 
wife’s honour, and betrays his love. 

Isaac had disappointed her; he had 
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fallen below the standard of chivalry, 
courage, and truth; and though afterwards 
she might love him still, he remained in her 
heart a fallen idol. Love was poisoned, and 
life was blighted. 
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THE WOMAN WHO LOVED, AND 
THE WOMAN” WHOSE LOVE 
WAS NOT RETURNED 


A STUDY OF LOVE, COURTSHIP, AND 
MARRIAGE 


I po not know a chapter so full of lessons 
upon life in the home as this twenty-ninth | 
chapter of Genesis. Love is its one great 
theme—man and woman’s love of God, man 
and woman’s love of each other—the two. 
great factors in the education of the human 
spirit; and life in the home must be more 
or less imperfect where either is wanting. 
Adelaide Procter’s words are to the point : 


Life is only bright when it proceedeth 
Towards a truer, deeper life above; — 

Human love is sweetest when it leadeth 
To a more Divine and perfect Love, 
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~ We are built to love and be loved ; almost 

everything, therefore, depends upon the twin 
spirit whom we choose as the object of our 
affection. Marriage makes or mars, trans- 
figures or degrades, according to the objects 
loved, and the way we treat them. 

‘Nothing is more important, then, than 
the union of heart to heart; but nothing is 
drifted into more heedlessly than marriage. 
A fancy, a look, a touch, a moment’s talk, 
an evening’s gaiety, is many and many a 
time sufficient to involve a choice which will 
affect the lives of both for evermore. I do 
not deny love at first sight : it may so happen 
through the kind providence of God; but I 
do say it is folly, supreme folly, to leave so 
momentous a choice to be decided by a 
passing glance or transient passion. Do 
not carry your heart on the sleeve, do not 
allow your affections to trail loosely on the 
ground, or they will surely catch on every 
thorn-bush. Gird up the loins of your 
mind! 

I like to remember, with George Matheson, 
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that the first courtship of the Bible had its 
roots in a previous friendship. Jacob and 
Rachel had heard of one another before. 
Jacob’s coming that day was not altogether 
unexpected. They were friends—I fancy 
they were old friends; and from this in- 
terest, called friendship, Jacob’s love to. 
Rachel sprang. I am with the Doctor when 
he suggests that the surest sexual love is 
that which begins with a mutual friendship. 
It may be less brilliant in its beginnings than 
love at first sight, but it will last longer, and . 
it will bear richer fruit. 
Love, George Matheson has said, should 
be founded on liking ; the greater grows out 
of the less. ‘“‘ Liking and likening,” he goes 
on to tell us, “are grammatically akin,” 
until the appreciation of character, the 
essential thing, is enjoyed by both. And he 
quotes the case of Peter: ‘‘ Simon, son of 
Jonas, do you appreciate My character ?” 
“Ves,” came the answer, ‘“‘ Thou knowest — 
that I like Thee.” Yes, he liked the man; 
but our Lord did not rest until He was 
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satisfied that Simon appreciated His char- 
acter; He did not rest until he loved Him. 
Jesus knew and Jesus taught in His questior. 
to Simon that “all lasting love must be 


founded on esteem.’ Don’t be carried 


away by a fascinating manner or a pretty 
face: test the spirit whether it be of God. 
This brings me to what might be con- 


sidered as the first essential condition of life 


in the home—sympathy in godliness. Jacob 
was all along guided by this star. His 
father’s counsel, “‘ Thou shalt not take a wife 
from the daughters of Canaan, thou shalt not 
marry an unbeliever,” was followed with all 
the worship of the God of Abraham, and the 
fear of Isaac. From end to end, the Bible 
tings with warnings against mixed mar- 
riages: “They turn from following Me” is 
the reason of the Old Testament; ‘‘ What 
fellowship hath light with darkness ?”’ is the 
searching question of the New. Over and 
over again the godly partner is dragged down 
to the level of the ungodly one, dragged down 
to personal misery and public reproach. 
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Secretly the ungodly partner despises the 
other for marrying in the teeth of principle ; 
and the godly partner is disappointed be- 
cause the influence gained through court- 
ship is dissipated after marriage. Many a 
Christian lad and lass have bitterly rued 
their choice, to learn, too late, the peril of 
disobedience to one of the clearest commands 
of the Bible. 

And the only thing which kept Jacob’s 
home relationship afterwards from utter 
ruin was this: that the woman who was 
foisted upon him, and the woman who loved 
him, in common with himself, all referred 
back the horrible tangle to a ruling God. 
Leah’s godliness restrained her, while her — 
husband never returned her affections; 
Rachel’s godliness bade her wait, in spite of 
the selfishness of her father, for the man who 
loved her; and Jacob’s godliness kept him 
from despair, when his life seemed of no avail. 

Mutual sincerity of love is the second 
essential condition of life in the home; and 
where this is not, as was the case of Leah, 
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marriage has only a blighting power. Mar- 
riage is a terrible thing unless it brings with it 
undivided love; unless the two who marry 
can each feel that without the other life 
would be incomplete marriage is the most 
desperate thing. 

That there is no happiness without re- 
ciprocity is Leah’s warning to all young 
people. To give without receiving is to run 
to waste; to receive without giving is to 
become a Dead Sea; and if neither loves, 
then marriage is nothing less than a crime. 

Divided love crept into Jacob’s home, and 
it was fatal to its peace. It came by deceit. 
The custom of the East made J,aban’s deceit 
possible; and Jacob, who dreamed that he 
had wedded his beautiful Rachel, found 
himself the husband of the unloved and 
unlovely Leah. Because of that terrible 
division, do you wonder that the boys grew 
up wild and bad? Reuben unstable and 
passionate, never to excel; Simeon quick 
to desperate cruelty ; Levi the accomplice 
in wickedness. Divided love at the fountain 
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head warped these boys; and we need pray 
that parents may be saved from divided 
loves, for the little eyes of the children are 
watching them, and, with absolute accuracy, 
they will repeat what they see. Let us 
keep ourselves loyal to truth and to the 
sacred professions of friendship. 

The case of Rachel shows in every way 
the beauty and the joy of a mutual sincerity 
of love. There is nothing more touching in 
the love stories of the world than the seven 
years’ extra service for the love Jacob had 
to Rachel. For the love that he had to her, 
the world was bewitched into beauty and 
toil into delight. And surely where love is, 
God is; seven years seemed seven days, 
love so lightened the load and strengthened 
the hands that had to lift it. Every bit of 
that seven years’ work was a willing offering ; 
and when home work is done in all its 
drudgery to the music of love, it is never 
hard, monotonous, or long. To serve an- 
other whom you do not love is slavery; 
you have to whip yourself into an obedience 
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every time an order comes; but where love 
is slavery is a song; with love comes 
freedom and ease; and you run the way of 
the commandments when the heart is en- 
larged by love. 

I read of the disciples toiling in the rowing, 
making no progress in the stormy sea, their 
task Herculean and their strength spent and 
desperate. But soon the Master comes over 
the waters, takes His place with them in 
the ship, and toiling is forgotten; the ship 
speeds over the waters, and they are ashore 
before they know. “Love,” says Green- 
hough, “had softened the blustering winds, 
had lightened the heavy oars and given to 
the arms of the fishermen the strength of 
giants. No work is ever hard when it is 
done with love’s willinghood.” 

I have only to mention a third essential 
of life in the home—a security of compe- 
tence—to complete this study; and, unless 
competency is in the horizon, wait and work ; 
for love has the power of making waiting- 
time short and rough roads easy. Secure 
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the twofold competency of health and 
wealth, and these taken in no limited in- 
terpretation; for if health is “ wholeth,” 
wholesomeness, whole-heartedness, then a 
woman who can make a man welcome goes 
a long way to keep him well. A woman 
who can bring him a competency in the 
practical details of household management 
keeps him in better health than one who 
may be in the bondage of refined incapa- 
bility ; and if wealth is “‘ willth,” that which 
comes as you will your hopes into being, 
then let the woman give her heart to the 
man who, loving her well enough to earn 
her, will, through years of faithful and stead- 
fast courtship if need be, find a way home. 
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THE WOMAN WHO BOUND THE 
SCARLET LINE IN THE WINDOW 


A STUDY OF THE POSSIBILITIES OF THE 
UNLIKELY 


Ruskin has recorded what an exquisite 
possession is ours, in the very dust under 
our feet. Take, he says, a pinch of slime 
from any well-trodden path, near some 
manufacturing town, and you will find clay, 
sand, soot, and water, all at war in the 
slime. The sand is squeezing out the clay, 
the clay is squeezing out the water, and the 
soot is defiling the whole! But, suppose 
these elements are all at peace, suppose they 
are left at rest ; the elements will gather like 
to like. Clay will become white, white clay 
will become clear white, clear white clay 
will become hard, then blue; and then the 
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lovely sapphire will blaze. Sand will be- 
come white, and the white sand clear, and 
the clear sand hard, taking all colours into 
itself, blue, and green, and purple, and red ; 
giving to the delighted eyes of man the 
lovely opal. ‘The soot, in its turn, will be- 
come clear, and then so hard as to have 
the power to reflect all the rays of the sun 
at once; and will be known as the precious 
diamond. And the water will pass as dew, 
and then again, through crystallisation, into 
the star of a snowflake. Radiant possi- 
bilities all of them of the unlikely. Men 
and women ate such possibilities of the 
unlikely. In the waste places of life our 
Lord often found His jewels. The bowed 
woman at His robe; Nathaniel, with his 
secret, under the fig tree; the eunuch in 
his chariot; Cornelius beside the sea; the 
doubter among the apostles; and the one 
who denied Him among His friends; all 
these are placed as jewels in His crown. He 
saw in every case the possibility of the 
unlikely. 
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Now Rahab the harlot may well be 
studied in the light of these possibilities. 
We meet her, as we met that pinch of slime, 
with all the elements of her womanhood at 
war; evil habit is binding the conscience, 
hardening the heart, squeezing out good 
influences, squeezing in the evil of deceit 
and hatred and murder; but the peace of 
God, working against this war of sin, is 
beginning to work in Rahab also: a breath 
of peace is healing the damage of the storm, 
a vision of the highest is working its uplifting 
ministry in her life. 

News of the wonder-working Jehovah had 
been passed along on the trade route; and 
she had been thinking what wonders might 
not be worked by this same Jehovah on the 
weariness of her vanity and the fruitlessness 
of her life. God had looked upon her, God 
had breathed His vision of purity and 
purpose into her, God had opened her heart. 
He who can travel where no teacher goes, 
He who can enter where all doors are locked, 
He who can commend Himself to hearts 
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incapable of appreciating Him, as we some- 
times think, found out Rahab, and, without 
other guide or teacher or companion, had 
caused a victorious faith to awake in her. 

Now see how the clay becomes a sapphire, 
shining in her work. Into her open house 
two strangers come, not for evil purposes, 
but for good. They are God’s people, and 
they are in need. Shall she betray them, 
shall she make money by revealing that she 
has spies in her well-known house, or shall 
she let them shift for themselves? No, 
rather she sees them to be messengers of 
God, and hides them. She shows her faith 
by her works, she receives them with peace. 
The clay in Joshua shines as a sapphire in 
the Epistle to the Hebrews; the evil desire 
of the early days is transmuted into a 
gracious fellowship of sympathy. 

See how the sand becomes the opal 
shining in her witness. Her inward faith, 
born we know not how, leads her to an 
open confession. “I know,” she tells these 
men, “that the Lord hath given you the 
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land. I know,” she went on, “that the 
Lord your God, He is God. Swear unto 
me by the Lord,” she says. She enters into 
covenant with them—a covenant which cut 
her adrift from her old life and introduces 
her into the family of the faithful. Ruth’s 
choice and Rahab’s choice are one. 

Watch how the soot becomes the diamond 
shining in her withstandings. Easy-going 
Rahab becomes Rahab the brave and 
strong; the little red line in the window is 
kept there against ridicule, against doubt, 
against doom, and leads her to safety and to 
a happy married life with the chosen people 
of God. 

I like to think in this way how once 
defiled womanhood may stand transfigured 
into beautiful and notable motherhood. In 
Matt. i. 5, claiming her as his bride, Salmon 
introduced her as a convert, to the covenant 
of Jehovah. Boaz was born to her; Obed 
was her grandson, Jesse was her great- 
grandson, and royal David her great-great- 
grandson. 
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Oh the possibilities of the unlikely, where 
the peace of God rules in the heart! Here, 
then, there is hope for the lost and outcast 
of the world. Not even in the heart of 
a harlot has God left Himself without a 
witness. 


78 


THE WOMAN WHO TAUGHT ME 
MOST ABOUT GOD 


I HAD occasion, not so long ago, to turn over 
some old letters—some of the earliest I ever 
received, for they came as I started public 
school life—and, in amongst the relics, was 
one crumpled and torn, from my mother, 
the first week of my school-boy days. I 
had been wandering about the playground, 
strange amongst the many strange and 
bigger fellows, wondering at their careless 
fun, so remote’ from my own heaviness, 
when that letter came: to the outsider, 
nothing in it; but to me, well, it told me 
some one was loving, and thinking, and 
praying for me; and I knew, I think for 
the first time, what a mother’s comforting 
was. And though the years have gone, and 
life’s strong current finds me far out at sea, 
the sweetest letter that comes to-day is 
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from the same dear hand; and I know in 
my manhood, what I felt in my boyhood, 
the strength of a mother’s comforting. 

Now it seems to me, you will never under- 
stand the Bible or the God of the Bible 
until you realise that it is first of all a letter 
to you from home, a letter of exquisite 
comfort from a Mother-God to the lonely 
and sorrowing children upon earth. 

I love the Bible as I love my mother’s 
letter, because it is a letter from God to me: 
a home letter, telling me about a heavenly 
Father, and about His wishes for me; how 
He thinks of me and loves me, and how an 
elder Brother, who never sinned as I have 
sinned, never indeed grieved the Father at 
all, has come to seek and to save that which 
was lost. 

A love-letter from Home, that is the 
Bible. And the principle it works upon— 
does mighty works too—is this: it finds and 
develops in each of us what we may call 
“the Home instinct.” 

It is a remarkable fact how the home 
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instinct persists in all life. Dr. Macmillan 
tells us that plants taken from distant 
lands will flower in this country only in the 
corresponding seasons in which they are 
accustomed to blossom in their native home. 
Lambs a few weeks old are fond of playing 
upon any hillock that may rise in the field 
in which they were born. It is because 
their ancestors came originally from the 
mountains, that the mountain instinct will 
call the lambs to play on the hill. 

The instinct is strongly developed in man. 
It was a weary-footed lassie who took turf 
from her mother’s grave with her across 
the Atlantic brine that she might have a 
temembrance of her dear Glen Spean always 
before her; and every grown man and 
woman knows how the heart, when far away, 
yearns for the sweet familiar haunts of 
childhood. In the same way there is in us 
an instinct for our heavenly home. 


The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 
And cometh from afar 
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And from that Home, the Bible, this 
Mother-letter, comes to every one of us. Is 
it a fact that you think very little of it, 
really that you have never read it through ? 
Begin to read it again in this light now, and 
you will get back something of a half-for- 
gotten glory that once was yours. 

Let me in the words I now write reach the 
home instinct by some illustrations of the 
wonderful thought in Isaiah Ixvi. 13—“‘ As 
one whom his mother comforteth so will I 
comfort you.” 

“As a mother:” you do not ask me how 
that is, for you know, most of you. It is a 
fact that, with some of us, the light still 
left in our lives is the light of a dear mother’s 
comforting ; but it will do us good to think 
of it over again. 

A mother comforts tenderly. She tenderly 
comforts by her forgiveness. It was once, 
when I had bitterly grieved my father, that 
I was ordered to my room for a whole day, 
with my meals to consist of bread and 
water. How restless was I, looking gloomily 
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out of the window; sad for others’ sake, 
despising myself, and penitent! The hours 
were so long and weary until sunset, when 
I heard a soft footstep, and a gentle hand 
was on the key, with all forgiveness to com- 
fort tenderly, as only a mother can. 

“As a mother, so will I,” saith God. 
And this is exactly what God does. Some 
of us have grieved our heavenly Father 
bitterly; we are to-day looking gloomily 
out of the windows of our hearts, for we 
have slipped back and away from the old- 
time companionship. We are living on 
bread and water, some of us perhaps upon 
worse than that—like the lad of old, upon 
the husks that the swine did eat ; and, rest- 
less, sad, penitent, we are like to perish with 
hunger. Hark to the soft steps on the 
threshold and the gentle hand on the door! 
Behold your God! ‘“ For.a small moment 
have I forsaken thee, but with great mercies 
will I gather thee; in a little wrath I 
hid My face from thee for a moment, 
but with everlasting kindness will I 
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have mercy on thee, saith the Lord thy 
Redeemer.” 

A mother comforts the weak; and we 
sometimes speak in this sense of a mother’s 
favourite. Her intense love goes out to 
the weakest child of the family; her love 
and ministry are lavished upon the sickly 
and defective. That is God’s comforting 
too. He speaks plainly in Jesus Christ on 
this point. “They that are whole need not 
a physician, but they that are sick. I came 
not to call the righteous, but sinners to 
repentance.” Listen to God speaking in 
another place concerning this comforting : 
“A bruised reed shall He not break and 
the smoking flax shall He not quench.” So 
certainly does God deal with the bowed 
down; “as a mother, He comforteth.” 

But a mother comforts in little things. 
If a boy breaks his arm his father is duly 
concerned and awake to the danger and 
distress of his boy ; but if out blackberrying 
the boy runs a thorn under his skin, and 
tells his father, says the man, “that is 
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nothing ”; but all the same the boy finds 
it very painful, and when he gets home he 
shows his mother. As likely as not, she 
will give it a kiss—do you know anything 
quicker to take the sting away ?—and then 
be all anxiety until the thorn is removed. 
“ As a mother, so will I,” saith God. Do 
not life’s little thorns give us the most un- 
rest ? ‘The little care that keeps you from 
sleep; the thorn in the flesh that you don’t 
tell any one about, but which makes some 
days so dreary: are you childlike enough 
to take these little thorns to God? If so, 
as a mother, God will comfort you. ‘“‘ My 
kindness shall not depart from thee, neither 
shall the covenant of My peace be removed, 
saith the Lord that hath mercy on thee.” 

A mother comforts unfailingly by her 
inexhaustible patience. Monica-is only a 
Supreme example of a common element in 
motherhood, which never grudges years of 
fervent prayer and undying patience until 
the children quiet their restless hearts in 
God. So comforteth God. He is just as 
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patient as Monica over many of us in London. 
Does any one hear me with their wild nights 
and careless days and scornful summary of 
religious folk and things? God waits, un- 
failingly patient, to comfort such. 

But more: unfailingly a mother comforts 
by the ready welcome which is always ours. 
We may have run to her thirty times in 
the day, but the thirtieth time brought the 
same dear smile, and her welcome was as 
sweet as in the morning. So I like to think 
we cannot weary God with our prayers, to 
think that the only way we weary Him, if 
that be possible, is never to run to Him at 
all! “ Why,” thinks the Mother-God, “ why 
has My child kept away so long? I have 
heard nothing for weeks, or months, or 
years. I wonder why he will not come to 
Me that he may have life?’ And so the 
unfailing patience and the unfailing welcome 
wait for us all at the throne of Grace. 

A mother comforts tenderly, unfailingly, 
but best of all, effectually. A mother’s 
comfort touches the sore spot and heals it 
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A mother knows when to be silent, when to 
speak, when to do; and though somehow 
you cannot understand why, her silence is 
like balm, or her words fall like oil into the 
wound. ‘‘ As a mother,” so God. He can 
be infinitely silent, yet infinitely near. Or 
He can whisper in the still small Voice, and 
His whisper is a word in season to him that 
is weary. God comforts in the silence— 
study to be quiet; God comforts in sweet 
words of conversation—“ He that hath an 
ear, let him hear’; God comforts in deeds 
of love that you can see and record, if the 


eyes of your heart are illumined. ‘ Awake, 


then, awake, put on thy strength, O Zion!” 

But whether in silence, in speech, or in 
deed of love, God comforts as a mother 
comforteth, and the comfort is effectual. 

So all this while the Spirit has been 
working upon the home-instinct in us. You 
need not pass, thinking you are alone and 
uncared for and helplessly cast adrift. You 
need not pass, thinking bitter things of 
yourself or of other people. Here is a 


87 


The Women who Walked with Jesus 


letter from Home, written all for you from 
your Mother-God. Read it once again to- 
night. Put this letter under your pillow, as 


you did the letters of long ago, and God help 


you to yield your life to its love Divine! 
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